NATIVE  PUNCH  AND JUDY

The people derived the name of their village from Konduchi, a villag<
on the mainlands little north of Dar es Salaam, whence they told me the]
came. Near Konduchi is another village called Msasani with a bay anc
harbour of a kind most pleasing to the ancients. Here at Msasani wa;
found in 1907 a coin of Ptolemy X Soter, Piecing all the facts togethej
I had no reasonable doubt that this must have been the Rhapta of th<
Periplus, the "very last market town of Azania." Here, no doubt, tb
Greek sailors built a temple to the presiding god of the sea who had broughi
them so far in safety and to whom they prayed for a safe journey home.

Next week-end we went to Jembiyani, a spacious village just north o;
Makunduchi. It is built on sand and pleasantly shaded by coco-nut palms
All round it was short close-cropped turf growing to the edge of the shore
of white coral sand. We arrived there, by moonlight and when we wer*
about half a mile from the shore I shed all my clothes and dived into the
warm water, making a brilliant path of phosphorescence. The great stretdb
of white sand gleamed like snow in the moonlight and all the palm trees
were turned to silver. The coco-nut is the most conversational of trees,
especially on a moonlight night with a slight breeze. Its fronds become
silver and darken again, bob up and down, and in their rustling seem to be
talking among themselves. We pitched our tents on the soft grass, leaving
them open to the pleasant warm wind which blew continually across the
Indian Ocean. We said,, though I never verified it on an atlas, that we
had only sea between our tents and Java. At high tide the waves came
thundering up to the very threshold, and we bathed for hours at a time,
in the warm water.

When we had dined off curried chicken and rice made by Zaidi and
washed down with madafu, we went to watch a dance. Zaidi loved these
performances and presently came up to tell me of another show. He took"
me to the veranda of a house curtained off by mats, and there I first saw a
native Punch'and Judy show. I have since seen Kargoss, as it is called, in
Zanzibar and Aden, and it has grown familiar, but I do not think I have
ever seen it as well performed as at Jembiyani that night. The Wahadimu'
who pkyed it had been taught by a Shihiri, and like true travelling showmen
they went from village to village by day and set up their show in the even-
ing, charging a modest halfpenny for admission.

Muhammad Hashil and I spent much of our time exploring caves, for
the south of the island was full of them.

On one occasion we both entered a leopard cave on a small island called
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